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War is hell, they say, but let me tell you, the draft isn't exactly a breeze either. 
Especially when you're one of the few, the proud, and the paranormal. You 
see, on January 28, 1988 the President of the U.S. of A. reinstated the 
Selective Service Actin order to tound up a fighting force in the event of war. 


Yeah, war. Ever since Pittsburgh was vaporized last December, the world’s 
been a powderkeg with a short fuse. No one really knew what created the 
gaping 50-mile wide Pitt, but a number of foreign terrorist groups boasted 
they were responsible. | don't believe any of them, but what do | know of 
reality? My franchise is dreams. 


The name's Keith Remsen, and | am a paranormal. It happened to me in July 
1986, shortly after that freak astronomical flash in the sky called the White 
Event. I'd been in the hospital, recovering from a bad concussion, when the 
bright light somehow woke me out of a coma. Afterwards, | learned | was 
able to enter other people's dreams and interact with their subconscious 
minds. I'm not sure what the White Event had to do with it, but from what I've 
gathered from other folks who'd acquired paranormal abilities, no one be- 
came paranormal until after the White Event. 


For over a year, I've used my paranormal gift as a diagnostic and clinical tool, 
helping patients at this special clinic in eshingion D.C, by entering their 
subconscious minds and helping them exorcise their nightmares. All under a 
doctor's supervision, of course! Then Pittsburgh happened, and everything 
started to come apart at the seams. It's a long story, but let's just say that the 
instantaneous deaths of over a million people caused psychic trauma that a 
sensitive mind like mine couldn't help but feel. | haven't been quite the same 
since, 


Then the draft started and | got inducted into the United States Army so fast 

I'm still seeing stars and stripes. It soon became apparent that Uncle Sam 

not only knew about my paranormality, but knew there were a lot of other 

ae with weird gifts walking around, maybe even several hundred in the 
|S. alone. 


That seems to be the real reason for the draft. Sure, getting a standing army 
of regular combat-happy joes is fine and good, but the military's hidden 
agenda is getting an elite strikeforce of paranormal super-soldiers. They 
think Pittsburgh is not the work of foreign terrorists, but of foreign paranor- 
mals, and the only way to fight paranormals is with — you guessed it. So at 
draft boards across the country, men between the ages of 18 and 44 are 
being screened to determine if they're paranormals. If their psych-tests 
indicate they are, it doesn't matter how 4F they might otherwise be, they're 
shipped off to Fort Benning, Georgia, a military base converted into a 
training center for paranormals. 


That's where / come in. They made me a lieutenant and put me in charge of 
performing psychiatric evaluations on all the men sent down here. I'm 
responsible for determining their mental stability and evaluating their combat 
potential. Pretty heavy duty stuff to drop on the shoulders of a 20-year old. 
But hey, I'm handling it. At least | think | am. 


The big problem I'm having is this: if sleep is work, what do | do for rest and 
relaxation? Oh yeah, and the nightmares. My patients’ nightmares are like 
hungry dogs following me home when I leave their dreaming minds. Who will 
doctor the dreams of the dream doctor, pray tell? 


Oops. No more time to dictate my memoirs. I've got a patient waiting. 
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SERSEANT 7 SERGEANT 
iL HALDEMAN # Vinene ARE 
ol YOU ON THAT LOWE 
Une OF REPUBEES AND 
Wak oR PWANS? 
“as iT. YOURE TUSY. 
HEN Won seca vos Don I 
[ w07 cxay, | RECOGNIZE ME WELL, 


HOW ABOUTONE OF 
[Hose PLANES 
BomeiN HANG: 
AND DRESDEN AND 
Mascaras = 
THAT- MORE vo 
Creer 


ZDO ALL My DREAM 
[MESTIGATIONS CY 
ANONINGUS BUT DASHING 
MBNTMASK PERSONA 
Z KNOW NOT EXACTLY 
ARMY REGULATION, 
BUTT SAY NEVER TAMPER 
WITH ANYTHING THAT BETS: 

RESULTS. 


ERSEANT HALDEMAN. HOW 
Peeceo 10 toile PSYEN- 
JOU WON'T EVEN 
Seow Weigle eae We A 
SREAK, Hin? 


UB DEAD. PP THEY. 
WHE War LOW? OY, 
THe 


"eK, SURE, SERGEANT. A DRUNKEN BQUTE 
aan 7 Ue oa Hi Mis PRES PRESAANT PAUBHTER YOL 


JOU TALKED INE W\T2 17 IF YOU THINK = 
GBING TO WASTE MY TIME TRYIN TOME 
VOU TRTUANS, 


(RE... THE WORLD HAS (TS PAINS AND SORROH/S. WELL, HOW ABOUT 
Tue bbe ar Tis BEAUTIFUL PELE OF OAISIBS. THe COTTON CLOUES 


Te BROS. ie BUTTER 

THe Wii SUMMER 

Beaty ane Gov Wire 
WORLD, TOO. 


HEY, WHAT'S THAT. 
G.T. IDKER DOINST 


HES NAPALMING YOUR DAISIES, YOUR 
BUTTERFLIES... ! You 
BEAUTY AND Toy ARE FLEETING 
THINGS F 


| OM, NO? HAVE YOU EVER LOOK AT THIS 
eee EANYONE WHO'S, SOLDIER. HE KNOWS) 
(abe 77 OUT OF LIFE... ALVEZ | | THE HORRORS E, 
(A DANCE IK OF, HE'S 


(E LOCKED ti 
We Witt bee iia VICTIMS ANP THEM. HE 
ae basrienbe OP || Ey Das 


ARE 4 LOON, 
SERGEANT. A WORLD 
SOON ALOT OF CLASS LOON. zm 
MEN Wi) 


SOLDIERS AND. 

THEY WILL SEE THE 

LIFE AS CLEARLY 
AE HIM. 


WiLL YoU ® Bull THLE SOLDIER REsisT= Youle, 
RESCUE, DEMES. YOU YOUR HEROS, NAPALMS 
eu THEATRICAL SKYMOOKS ?° < 


WHY SHOULD HELET \C 
Soo Site sak £0 we \\ 
CAN SULER YET. 
ANOTHER? DAY 7 


OF MY. 
THES ($ THE LESSON. zi 


ESSENCE OE MY z 
Bianoanac VION. 


THERE'S THE SERGEANT. 
AMAZING... THAT HE HAS ALL " 
THAT HORRIBLE STUFE ‘SCARY... THAT THE 
INGIDE HIM, AND YET He, NATIONS SECURITY 
CAN STILL FUNCTION u 


TRUST YOULL. 
ware ie A coun 
RASS THAT TH 
THE ONLY diy ii 
THe WoR.e WH ts 
WHAT rr TaKes To 
MAKE SOLDIERS 
Our OF some FANcY- 
POWERED FREAKS, 
NIGHT? 


EN AND A DAY, S'BAD. 
SEIN ‘Sie 28 BINSrEN, 
IOTHIN' CHANGES, 


TE GONNA cur YOU LiP-- azo, KILL FOR YOUR LO' 
LIKE A KNIFE RIGHT 7, IR LOVE ‘60 LET ME SVE YOU A oe 
TORO LOVE -- YEAH, | 


ROUGH Ye r 
THR Ce Yous sAit-- LOVE KILLS dg 


SKRIRIG 


SKRRICK: 


BRUYL 


BRUYU 
TUR. 


WHAT 5 THIS 2 HEY--, )eined 
GET AWAY FROM MELA 


ROM 


JUMPED RIGHT INTO MA’, 
HANDS. WHAT 4S THIS: 
THING #. 


> 


O 
oO 


Oo 
ALMOST FEELS-- 
HOT? ALIVE ® 


y WHAT'S 
THAT 
LIGHT? | \ 
Seaa| was 


THEY'LL LAUGH ME 


OUTTA THE HOUSE! 
Wecantele Pees ‘OLD MAN'S NOT 
WORKIN AGAIN. 


GETTIN 
A KILLER 
HEADACHE! 

AYE IT AIN'T WORTH 
PLANTING CROPS 
ANYMORE. 


YOUWIN, TILL Just DON'T EXPECT || THERE'D BETTER BE. 
KEEP YOU. ME To INTROPUCE YOU! 
ME TO INTRODUCE SOME TYLENOLS. 
E selina 3 
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WHAT ELSE 
22 PAR PAMILY. 


QRAWIN' A PICTURE OF 
YOU AS A SUPERHERO) 


HEY--WAROLD! 
How's iT WAGGIN' 
YOU FAT HOUND 2, 


T'S GREAT 
TRACE. I LOOK 


MOM: WHAT'S WRONG F 
WHY ARE YOU CRYING? 


OM YOU'RE SCARIN' ME, 
Waa THe MATTERS 


CHRIS, 1S THAT YOU? FYNALLY/, 
GET IN HERE, QUICK? 


WATEH YOUR 
WISE MOUTH 
AND LISTEN TO 
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1O REPEAT © ‘ 
TODAY'S SPECIAL! Ke 
REPORT... 


CONGRESS HAS PASSED THE PRESIDENTS 
MANDATORY CRAFT RESOLUTION. 
REQUIRING ALL MEN BETWEEN THE AGES OF 
12 AND 45 TO SERVE IN THE M/L/TARY FOR 

MINIMUM OF THE S/X WEEKS NECESSARY, 
FOR BASIC TRAINING. 


CENTERS FOR PROCESSING ALL 

APPLICANTS ARE EXPECTED TO. 

BEGIN OPERATING BY THIS TIME, 
NEXT WEEK. 


ALL MEN OF DRAFT 
9 AGE WILL BE ASSIGNED 
LOTTERY NUMBERS 
WHEN THEY REG 
ISTER AND THEY 
WILL BE SUMMONED 
BASED ON THIS. 
NUMERICAL 
SYSTEM. 


la 2 


ONCE AGAIN: 
TODAY'S SPECIAL, 
REPORT... 


AY 


ALL BECOME STUCK 
ina ah A BIG COLD 


"spear as 
=e 


WIEE SAYS I'M HAVING MY MIDLIFE 

CRISIS EARLY-- IT 

HiT TET 

THIS LONG WINT! 

MY THANKLESS MARRIAGE, AND THE 
MILLION AGGRAVATIONS OF LIVING 

IN THIS CITY ARE REALLY 
GETTING To ME. 


l 


l 
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AND JUST To TOP IT ALL OFF, Z 
THINK <M COMING DOWN WiTH 
SOMETHING. Z'VE BEEN SETTING. 
THESE WEIRD STABBING PAINS 
INMY HEAD FOR A COUPLE DAVE, 


Z'M LIKE ALITTLE GREY 
MOUSE TRAPPED IN A HUGE 
(MAZE. I THINK I'M ON THE 
VERGE OF TOTALLY LOSING IT. 


Ou yes, THE DRAFT PRO- 

TESTERS. SOMEONE SHOULD! 

WAKE THEM UP AND TELL THEM, 
THE SIXTIES ARE DEAD. 


MAYBE Z'VE GOT 
A BRAIN TUMOR. 
YEAR. THAT WOULD 


pa ae IM GOING TOBE 


Fasees ee Ve 
DON'T GET MYSELF /REGISTER 


UH) DRIVER, 
THINK YOU COULD 


SoiP eno on meen 

INDO A 

STRATION DOWN AT THE 

2OURT HOUSE Z THINKS. 
THE CAUSE. 


WHY BON'T YOU GO BO Ir AT. 
a HAPPEN, THEY'LL GET ALL 
BOARD'S OPEN AROUND THE GLoak. “Whe 1d to a3 Yor OtaS Boron 
'D RATHER NOT WASTE HET OE TCE Es <ail 
WHAT Precious AREE YOURE 344, 720, EX 


7 NOU WON'T HAVE 
fo. WORRY ABOUT 

YOUR SOCIAL Lire IE 
YOU GET DRAFTED. 


Bs 
Py Tie tHe zasr 


a! agg) Sees 


FIGURE IF 2 PUT IT OFF To LAST, THEYLL HAVE: 
EVERYBODY THEY WEED BY THEN. 


THE WAY I HAVE IT FIGURED, THIS. 
DRAFT THING 1S JUST A WAY 


eS, 


Be a9 
N B\\e Cw % sy _ ==} 
Sel VINNIE > = 


a SST 
TOP IT): B 
hs SOP Ith 


I'VE GONE WUTS! THAT's ir. x > 
THOUGHT 2 WAS ON THE VERGE 
OF LOSING IT=-ANP I JUST DID! 


HE PM, THE BRONX. THE ONLY THING TM NOT| 
GOING TO BELIEVE IS 
COULDN'T SEE ANYONE GARTH! THERE you WHEN YOU SET OFF YOUR 
ey ARE / WHERE IN THE LAZY BUTT AND WORK 
HAVE '# DOUBLE SHIFTS AGAIN. 


LONG AS IT DOESN'T 
HAPPEN AGAIN, MAYBE 
TILL BE OKAY. 


GREAT SHE ALWAYS COMPLAING Z NEVER 
WANT 1 TALK TO HER ABOUT ANYTHING. 
Aileen = oi BHE POBeNT 
HAVE 77ME. A 


Rint Guess. ml 
STILL, Z..,ZTUST HAVE 5 


TO TALK 70 SOMEBODY 
ABOUT WHAT HAPEENED 
BiB RON 


DADDY! TDION'T 
cant HEAR 2 | | cone RY FoR PITY. 
Ss u r 
Me OVER THAT. SAKES, 


GREY. SURROUNDED BY NOTHING BUT FEINPLE, BY PONG NOTHING. -QO OOD 
HOW DIPMY LIFE GET THIS.» 2 BYNEVER MAKING A SINGLE: 


WAY--G0 COLD AND HARD AND 


Way--30 COLD AND SION MY WHOLE STINKING 
z y 


LIFE. JUST DRIFTING) LETTING 
THINGS HAPPEN, NEVER ie DEEP 
APPLYING MYSELF. TMABINING 
PIPES COMING 
OUT OF THE 
WOOPWORK. 


WAIT. THAT YUPPIE 
FARE T HAD-- HE 
SAW THEM TOO. T 
BIDN'T TOTALLY, 
IMAGINE IT IF SOME- 
ONE ELSE SAW IT. 


SO? WHO EINES A RIP WHAT. WS isir700 much to, 
IT WAS? IT'S JUST ANOTHER J =I tore rae nem. 
THING HAPPENING To Me = TAKE A PAUNCHY, 
HAVE NO CONTROL OVER. J ‘ UNMOTIVATED OVER- 
AGE LINDERACHIEVING 
PSYCHOTIC SLUG 
LIKE MEF 


THE ONLY 

WAY Z'M EVER J] 

6ON6 TO. 

BREAK OUTOF } \ 

THE GREY IS 3h \ eo: IL, 
BY ON . 


2, 
BLAST THE, 
TILL MAKE THEM 
TAKE ME. 


HEY, TER--LOOK, THERE'S. 
HARLAN MOOK HITTING THE 
OL! BOOKS AGAIN. 


OKAY... FUNCTION 
£(x) OVER 
INTERVAL... 


(a il 


ATTY TVTVAY TRA 


WHAT AM x 2 


FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER. YOU'RE SURE YOU DON'T 
WANT TO GO TO THE, 


EMERGENCY ROOM? 


‘MOI 
q 1S FINISH MY THESIS AND Z'LL HAVE 
MY DISSERTATION! = 4 THEY CAN'T HAVE... HAVE...BLOWN UP... 
_———————— 
TEXTS --WHERE 
ARE THEY-- 2 


I'VE SPENT MONTHS ON THEM / ALL I HAVE TO GO 
/E MY PASTORATE! 


THEY'VE GOT To BE HERE SOMEWHERE... 


(CH, IF ONLY I'D MADE: 
ZOPIES OF MY TAL | 


MY CAREER GHOT DOWN 
& IN FLAMES... EIGHT YEARS 
OF SCHOOL WASTED. 
pur my HearT ANP — 
SOUL INTO THAT DISSER-, 
TATION, AND Some NiT- 


ERS 
TROYS IT 
WAS 


ih} 
Unnany} 


di 


COME ON.. 
LETS GO. 


WHAT IS FATHER GOING TO. 
SAY IFT Jus' 

Beoe GUEAE THE 
POINT! HEILL Aize ME! 


BUT WHAT ELSECAN = 007 = WHAT GANZ DOR 
ust CONT Have tHe HEART 10 Want aes 
START OVER... IT TOOK ME FIVE B 
MONTHS To GET THIS FARON MY 

PAPER ANDTHAT WAS WORKING. 

AROUND THE CLOGK, WITH MY 

GETWOTION AF IS Pea? 


I CAN'T. 90 IT AGAIN, 
I OUST CAN'TS 


Per NISERY Ri RIGHT 


MAYBE DLL GET DRAFTED 
ANP THEY'LL SHIP ME OVER- 
SEAS SOMEWHERE AND TILL 
GET SHOT OR SOMETHING / 


YES / IF THAT HAPPENED, 
I'D BE ABLE To FORGET 
ALL ABOUT THAT 
COCKAMAMIE PAPER! 


IZM BOING TO 
REGISTER: 
RIGHT NOW! ¥ 


MARCH SI.GID-¥) | YOU THINK THERE'LL > THINK x19 
PINGS: TEXAS.}) | BEA WAR? HOPE 
NOT. CAN'T EVEN 
TAKE A PUNCH. 
MAKES ME NER- 
Vous. WHAT BO BER ISN'T UP 
(OU THINK? UNTIL, MARCH 


PHEW, NERVOUS, 


RIGHT ? GEEZ! 


1S THAT A 
PROBLEM ?| 


QKAY--CHRIS--2'M 
BOING TO ASK A 
THIS |S LIKE MY “oF \ GRD Souige Gone 
a i 
PHYSICAL FOR TRACK TO ANSWER THEM 
IN SCHOOL. PIECEA- IN YES OR NO 
CAKE. FORMAT. 


STUPID GEEKS. 
OD 


NOW WHAT? 223 DON'T CALL US) S WHY PID EVEN BOTHER DOING THIS 
OC EARLY? I DON'T EVEN WANT To BE 


WELL GALL YOU?ES 
OS ‘A SOLDIER. T DON'T EVEN CARE. 


"a CHIK CHUR CHIK CHUR 
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FAR ENOUGH OUTTA 
TOWN, GUESS. 


DON'T KNOW WHY 2M 


COOKIN', 
HuBBIE-- 


$100 2001 70 BE 


OWAY MUBBIE: LET'S 
COOK WITH FIRE. 


‘STEADY NOW-- 


SILIKE STANDING ON A 
BOWL OF JELLO... 


KIND OF WEIRD 
THING FOR THE ARMY 
10 BE ASKING, COME 
TOLTHINK ABOUT IT. 
REAL WEIRD. 


NOTHING COMPARES: 


WHAT IF THEY DON'T 
LET ME BRING IF WITH 
ME TO BASIC? HADN'T 

THOUGHT OF THAT! 


MAYBE I CAN 


‘SHADDUP, YOu 


PERFECT HIDING SPOT. WELL,Z DID DAD'S GONNA FLIP. OH, WHAT WOULD. 

SINCE THE OLD MAN IT, HAROLD. MIGHT EVEN DROP THE | II You KNOW? YOU'RE 

GOT RIPOF THE 2M I SIGNED REMOTE CONTROL APAT, LAZY BUM, 
LIVESTOCK... uP, FOR THE TV. BEING BORED IS 


YOUR Joe. 
WHADPYOU a 
THINK, EH, 

Boy? 


LET'S G0 WaTGH 
THE OLD MAN'S: 
‘SCARED, BUT IT BEATS 
BEING BORED. 


CHRIS, YOU'RE TUST WERE THERE ANY MORE 
IN TIME. WHERE PROTESTS AT THE 
HAVE YOu BEEN? INDUCTION CENTER? 


NOu. WHATIRE IQueGNNA | 
RIGHT IN WITHOUT. 99, GHaNee 
A PROBLEM. YOU DIDN'T...YOU DIP. LA 
Ware w BID You Wace FROM NOW; 
IGN UP SO QUICKLY 2 WHAT'S THE 
F Won Tallow trit DIFFERENCE 7 


‘OH, CHRIS...OH NO! 
MARK--WHAT ARE WE 
GOING TO O#! 


RIG! CAN ) ( suge,mom, iF paps) 
REALE AONE NTH on 


|/ANP AS LONG AS YOU 
BENT TRY TALISING 5 


MB OUT OF THIS. IT'S 

THE LAW. Z HAVE TO_A, 
LWON'T EVEN KNOW MY 
Aebinhanrtor ‘A FEW 


LIVE SORTA 
Been mon 
SOMETHIN 


TON | 
I SN 237s 
T SUE oF 
L SOMETHING... 


I'VE HAD IT 
FOR A COUPLE 
——| OF WEEKS. I CAN 
POA Lot OF COOL 
THINGS WITH IT/ 


BUT I’M WORRIED THE ARMY 
WILL TAKE IT--OR PAD WILL, |F 
HE FINDS OUT ABOUT IT... 

Z'M BRINGIN! IT WITH 
ME, BUT IF Z HAVE To 
RETURN IT, YOU HAVE 70 
PROMISE ME YOU WON'T, 

TELL THE OLDMAN 
ABOUT IT... 


COS! IT'S SOMETHIN’ 
SPECIAL INO FG MINE, 
THOSE TWO REASONS. 
ARE 6000 ENOUGH FOR 
LIM TO RUIN IT FOR ME/, 


JUST LIKE. 
BS...TIO MUCH 
INNOCENCE... 


HEY/TRACEY, 


YOU BET, BE GOOD. 
TOMOM AND PAP, KIP. 
THEY'RE GONNA NEED 

YOU TO BE STRONG. 


BE CAREFUL, SON. 


60 WITH YOU. OF THE 
GIRLS ,OKAYF 


tg 
KNOW IT/ 


Z'LL--Z'LL PROBABLY 

BE BACK IN SIX WEEKS. 
DON'T CRY. THERE 
WON'T BE ANY WAR... 


UH--THANKS | | BARRETT, CHRISTOPHER? 
BE CAREFUL. GOD }/--TAKE CARE! | MOVE /T, SOLDIER! 


HIGHWAY To AUSTIN, 
PLANE To GEORGIA. 


WONDER WHY TM THE: 


ONLY ONE ON THIS 
Bus EY THE, 
STATE FOR BASIC? 


Aerie 1, 1908.) & 


Ie 
THAN ME. WH 


AW, MAN-~ I 
Boor Here se 4 See ct nor THe 
le Wrnde® LOOK AT. ONLY GYER-30 


SOME OF THESE £7 


OH-OH, EVERYONE 
HERE LOOKS YOUNGER, 
GER OR STRONGER 


EW. GLAD 


ie 
i 


ANT HALOE- 
TWO MONTHS, 
BE YOUR MAMA. 
DEY, YOUR PRI 
IN! YOUR BOOG/EM, 


FORWARD! 5 DON'T WANT) 
To SEE ANY 
YN" AT Mi 
/ER? 


CALL ME SARGE. 


YOu Witt cat 
Me SiR--You fl | 
gor mares 

CANT YEAR — 


72. WANT 70 SEE ALL OF 


YOUR STINKIN [ES 
TOUCHING THAT LINE WITH- 
QE GOING OVER IT LLETS 


THIS 1S STUPID! 
IMFITBLLLI & 
Z AIN'T GOT 

NO BUSINESS 


HAVE ReGisTERE: 
THAT NIGHT.” WHAT 
PEOPLE AROUNR. 3 WAS Z ZHINKING 


‘# 


> 


a FS 7: 


MATOR ZENTNER, 


SERGEANT. T'VE COME 
ee atte 
MEN WHAT WE'RE GOING 
. TO 00. 


WHAT IS. 
THIS# THIS. 


PARANORMAL. 
COULDN'T TELL AT 
FIRST HIS BODY 
OPOR WAS SO 

‘STRONG. 


WHEN'S THE 
LAST TIME YOU 


WORMAL! SOMEHOW THIS FEL- 
LOW MANAGED To GET HIMSELF 
MUIS-IDENTIFIED DURING THE 

RECRUITMENT SCREENING 


YOU! STEP OUT, 
OF LINE! 


OH PLEASE, 
Z'VE ‘CHANGED MY 

MIND. Z DON'T WANT. 
TO BE HERE. 


PUSH-UP POSITION, CHUMP. 
GIMME FIFTY. 


HUP OWE? 
HUP TWO! 


I'VE MET THIS BLURRY BLACK 
MAN BEFORE. HE WAS ONE OF. 


PLEASE PLEASE 
iD ME 


H-HE PASSED RIGHT 


THEY'VE GOT TO BE \ § ARMS... ARE KILLING ME. HE LET ME 
TER ‘STILL--/ HOPE T 


KIDDING. TEN OF AFTER 25, 


BUT 
CAN FIND A BUNKMATE WHO WON'T 


MY WEIGHT. 


PICK ON ME. OH, THERE'S AN 
EMPTY O} 


NE! 


UH, IS THAT 70% 
yi TAKEN? I 
CAN'T HANDLE 


HEY! WHO 
DID THIS TA 
Mee 


[HEY LAY OFF 
HM. 


YOU TWO FOR “TWEEN MEAL 
SNACKS! CHERE! 


ALL RIGHT: YOU LOLLIGAGGERS! GET 
THE LEAD OUT! Z WANT YOU IN LMU 
OUT IN THE YARD IN F/VE MINUTE: 


careers 
/ WHOBVER'S LATE WILL BE SCRUBBI! 
TRAGHES UC ae ss LATRINES WITH @-7/PS. 


LOOK, I'M BOING TO CUT THE 
] CRUD ANP SVE IT 12 You SAD- 
| | CASES STRAIGHT YOU 

| THINK YOU'VE ALL GoT ABI 

SECRET--THAT THE ARMY 
DOESN'T KNOW ABOUT YOU 
‘AND YOUR SPECIAL WMAT=, 
EVER IT 1S YOU 00. 


You 
WIMPS ARE 
LUCKY Z AIN'T 
GOT TIME 
FOR YOU 


RIGHT NOW. / 


WELL) THAT'S 
PS 


THEY KNOW ABOUT MY: HUH # SO NONE OF THE REST OF THESE GLYS 
MY POWER /#/ WERE TOLD THEY WERE BEING SENT TOA 
SPECIAL BOOT CAMP FOR AARANORMALS? a 
REIS Hate oe ae Weiee eae 
IN Diane? SO FAST HE'S 
SLURRY AROUND, 
THE EDGES! 


UNCLE SUSAR THINKS THE 
KNOW 


OUT OF YOU. 


MATTER OF FACT, ) ARE YOU BEING W/SE | | I GET THE FEELING, NX OKAY, SARGE--YA 
YES, SARGE--I'M } WITH ME, PRIVATE # PRIVATE, THAT. TALKED ME INTO 
Bese ae bi vate ii 
SOME or Hee SPECIAL BOOT CAMP? Hoe ew 
‘AS IF YA CAN'T 
TELL FROM LOOKIN’ 
ATME, I CAN TEAR 
PEOPLE IN HALF, OKAY, PRIVATE ROC! 
CHEWER, T'LL GIVE 
YOU YOUR SHOT, 
AHEAD. SY 


E Or 


haere 


\T HAPPENED #/ = DON'T SEE 


iE ELSE WANT A SHOT? 


fo Pes aos, May 6 SNARTER 
THAN YOU LOOK! 


HAVENT DONE 80 much) 


Gans ‘SINCE THE 
‘OLD MAN SHUT THE 


YOU MENTIONED FARM COWN. 
YOud BATHER 
BARLIER He 


IF THEY HAD FOLKS 
LIKE LS AROUND. 


[GANTT WE HAVE JUST ONE 
NORMAL MINUTE AROUND 
HERE WITHOUT BEING. 
REMINDED THAT WE'RE 
FREAKS 7 


WHAT IF THE VET 


GONG HAP TO RUN INTD| 


SOMETHING LIKE 


. IN THE JUNGLE! 


HARLAN, THERE'S NO REASON FOR 4 
US 70 2e ArRAID OF Ou Pow! 

= MEAI 'T YOU THINK IT'S 4 
IND OF Ron eho MDE é 


= Just WAVE A-- 
THAT-- ER-- FL, 


nite Sen MaTTER i 
ABILITIES 2 


MAYBE YOU CAN 
CONTROL INANIMATE 
oBseCTS/ 


TRIED LIETIN: 
AY P| ge 1 


IT'S THE HUBCAP, I 
eee 
PACE! 


CHRIS, T Dou 
THAT AN ALI 
eReaEA CHEV: 
HUBCAP THAT 
CAN FLY. 


WHAT!RE You 
SNICKERING AT, 
MOOK 


WHAT GAN YOU DOF 


You 
DON'T WANT 
TO KNOW! 


YOU DON'T EVER WANT 
WO KNQWILEAVE ME, 


OKAY, BOYS. NOW THAT 
YOU'RE NICE AND WARMED Y— THIS HERE'S THE 
ALISTHENICS: \ OBSTACLE COURSE. 
Spat elon 4 Stone ene 
BEE ie RIDING “CAUSE IF YOU DON'T 
= YOUR BUTT. Tite BE RIpI 
AND Just A 
PICARO IF HE'D RATHER 
TAKE HIS CHANCES WITH 
THE DEVIL THAN 
WITH ME! 


ey, SLOW. =-THAT'S THE 
i PASTFOOT Rui ont Ting can 
=-YER MAKIN’ THE JP SCL FORGET MY 
REST OF US LOOK fil) FAMILY DIEG IN 
BAD! PITTSBURGH... 


FOR EVEN 
& MOMENT. 


HEY! THIS WATER'S GOLDY IF 
Paagen a Gobo 2 GONNA 
‘SUE THE SAI 


‘I THINK YOU LOST THE 
RIGHT TO SUE WHEN YOU 
SIGNED ALL THOSE FORMS! 


coms 
HARLAN. KEEP, 
UP WITH ME. 


‘STUFF LIKE THI 
ON AHEAD! 


Wo WAY, BUPBY.\ THE NEXT O8- 
UP tie eae /foox so bab 
TOGETHER! - 


CAN'T-- CAN'T GO 
ON ANY FARTHER =~ 


La, ——— 
a ; 
¢ A a 
Zz BS Ss 


SKINNY DUDE-- 

PROBABLY THE 

LEAST ATHLETIC. 

GUY HERE. WHAT'S 
HE DOING F 


GUESS THE SPACE HE WAS IN Die 
BLOWS UP WHEN HE BEAMS 
OUT, COULD BE DANGE: 

IF YOU WERE STANDIN' 


NEXT TO HIM. 
HE LOOKS LIKE 
SQMEBORY TC, 
ieee AN VE 


OH. GOTTA 
ie 


VIN (p--! 
Bane ee 7 


INS HERE 
2ST THREE Zlowine SPE AGAIN 
Slt ie eNeee IE HE 


16 CHEAT 
ON nar tase 
OBSTACLE? 


Neo PRIVATE, WHAT 
NDA. YOu THINK 

SOVRE PULLING TAKIN 

THE COURSE TWICE: 


A LOUP NOISE CAME FROM YOUR 

GENERAL DIRECTION. You GOT SOME, 

KINO OF DIGESTIVE PROBLEM: 
PRIVATE F 


UH, YOU DIDN'T TELL 
US WE COULDN'T, 


GET INLINE) 
(WALTERS? 


AW: MAN! THE SARGE IS REALLY 
RING iaRos's Sort? WEVE 
607 To BO Ss. 


NOTHING WE 
‘GAN DO THAT 

WON'T, MAKE IT 
WORSE, CHRIS, 


UH...NO, 
NO} SIR! 


kien 2 sien 
SONNY seep HIM So arrs!, 


ie NOT BAIR NOT SMUG HOW HE 
RMS: 


| Rectorate l 


UHHH CANTY. 
SAN Sie 
MIND'S 120, 
TIRED! 


THREE HOURS LATER... YES,I DID, PRIVATE MOOK. 


£7: REMSEN? F——__[ 4B aR You HAD A 
cae GO OF IT THIS MORNING. 


UHM... YES, 
SIR, GESS Tr 
DID‘AT THAT. 


I'M NOT VERY 
ATHLETIC. 


YES, WELL, YOU DON'T HAVE ‘AMZ BEING -- STUDIED-: 
70 BE FOR THIS PARTICU- TESTED 


WHAT IF 
LAR EXERCISE. LIE DOWN. Fai? 


WELL) IF YOU FAIL THIS 
LITTLE TEST, YOU DON'T 

YES, THIS |S A HAVE To WORRY ABOUT THE 
LITTLE IMPROMPTU 


PHYSICAL PORTION OF THE! 
DREAM ANALYSIS. Wiig FORGES. BRINK THIS. 


FIVE MINUTES, 
= 
2. 
HE'S ASLEEP TIME 
10 GO INTO 
ANOTHER ONE. 


WHY DOT FEEL 

UKE Mm Only, 

WATER ON CLEAN 

DISHES EVERY TIME 
Z PO THIS? 


WOULD HE BE 
FRIED IO PALL THis, 
POSE FT 


TEST ON PURI 


AA LY 


UGH-~ OH. WOW. L'M IN 
MATH CANO. 


KNOCK-KNOCK- KNOCKING 
ON HEAVEN'S DOOR: HARLEY. 
—— NS 


DON'T WORRY, THAT I'M HERE, LT. CAN'T You FIND 
BEFORE BOTH OUR (~VI ME? T CAN'T FIND You! Z 

TIMES BON'T KNOW WHERE I'M, 
BOING! HELP ME FIND 

my WAY! 


TALK TO ME, HARLEY. 2'M, 
GETTING LOST INSIDE | 
YOUR ‘MAZING MIND. 


Sg 


HEY, GET 
BACK HERE, YOU 
ELUSIVE LITTLE 
(X82 43% FXY3)Y 


WHO-- WHAT=~ 
ARE You? 
<q 


LEAVE ME ALONE, 

Li iP IT REALLY 
1S YOU DOING 
THIS TO ME! 


Ax-~ ELUSIVE 
as, 
C'MON, MOOKIE-- 


PLAY MINPGAMES 
WITH ME! 


HOW CAN T. 
EVALUATE you, 
PRIVATE -- IF YOU 
DON'T STAY PUT?, 


[ITSTIME TO 7RIANGULATE HERE! THERE'RE | YOURE 
THREE SIDES To EVERY COIN, RIGHT? MY S| CRAZY, 
YOUR SIPE ANP THE FAR SIDES 


BEB Ree 
EHF AGAIN WHAT A SQUARE, 
ROOT! 


WELL, HIS 
NUMBER'S UPL 


THE MORE PARANORMAL 
f CREAMS Z ENTER) THE 
MORE T LOSE CONTROL 


LES $e NOR CERED 
STRUCTURE, NOOK'S 
MING WAS ALITTLE TOO, 
TUMBLED! 


THE POT CAN'T CALL 


; 7 ict 
EAL oon THE KETTLE BLACK. 


OF SOMETHING WRONG 
WITH AUM,OR SOME- 
THING WRONG Z O/C. 
TO HIM 


HOW GANZ TELL 
ANYMORE # 


=] 


|EY, MEL--YOU FORGOT TO, 
IVE ME MY SHINGLES 


YUCCH, NOW 
KNOW WHY 
THEY CALL 
MESS 


ROR MEL “fie Poggn’7 SEEM TO BE 

HOLDING UP TOO WELL. HAVEN'T SEEN 

Him BAT MORE FAN A OUT WPUL 
MAYBE GARTH AND T CAN PUTA 
SMILE ON THAT PASTY FACE 


mearepon) sucess TI 
HUNGRY! MISANTHROPE --OU/7- 

y SIDE! THAT'S THE 

aap San iar 
WE'RE GOING TO SET 
TLE THIS ONCE, 
ANP FOR ALL! 


LEAD ON, YA 
LiDPLE MUTHAH! 


HARLY! CHILL OUT; MAN! YA 
DON'T WANNA MESS WITH A 
GUY LIKE PIT BULL/ HE'S --/ 


HE'S GONNA DIE) 
13 WHAT HE'S. 


WE COULD REPORT | 
IT 170 THE SARGE. 
THE SARGE KNOWS 


HOLE FOR A 
WEEK? 


YEAH, GNARLY 
HARLY. WHY DON'T-| 
CHA TELL MOMMY 


BACK OFF, GUYS! I'M 
DONG THIS) ZN 
HANDLING THIS JERK 
MYSELF! 


WOW WHAT ARE YOU GOING ) TM GONNA K/LL 
TO 00) SMALL FRYF_4 YOUN OU HEAR? 
* THINK T CAN'T; 
DON'T You? 


jELL) CAN! I HAVE 
a eR CAN 


THE 
TELE ume 
THROUGH SPACE -- ANP 
WHATEVER SPACE I 
<EAVE-~ 


ig 


YOuU-- / SPEEDY AWRIGHT! 
TACKLE! WAFERS: 
FREAK TRIED TO BLOW. 
ME UP--BUT YOU KNOCKED, 
ME AWAY... 


WHAT'S GOIN! ON HERE?! 
}/ PICARO/ ON YOUR FEET! 


SHOULDER... 
THINK Z 
BIsLOCATED, 


THERE YOU ARE, HARLY. 


LISTEN, PIT BULL'S OKAY, 
THE EAST GUY PUSHED, 
HIM OUT OF THE WAY. 


UST CHILL OUT A BiT-- 
DON'T THINK PIT BULL 
(EAL ON 


MOOK/I WANT To see 3 


You OUTSIDE, SOLDIER-= 
Wow: 
acy 


[GET IN THERE, 

PRIVATE! ANY 
ONE I CATCH SCREWING 
AROUND WITH THEIR: 
POWERS 


GETS | 
HOURS IN ThE HOLL, 


WHILE YOU'RE FOWN, 
THERE, MOOK, I WANT 
Peale 
A BETTER SOL: 


DIER; 
YOU HEAR 


THIS JUST JEN'TAAIR. MY LIFE 
GETTING WORSE 
5’ I DON'T DESERVE 
THIS TREATMENT! 


SEITE 
ONE'S WA j= 
(PENT'S 


AWAY, 
640, JUST LEAVE 
Se ieee 
a IF THAT'S 
WHAT YOU 
WANT. 


ZANT 
STAND IT 
DOWN HERE! 


MY LIFE |S RLNED-— 
SCREWED UP BY EVERYBODY 
FROM THE PRESIDENT 

‘ON DOWN? 


(PE 
IF. SO, HE MUST'VE GONE 
FAR Wi! THAT ONEL 


ee 
‘com 

OF THE PLATOON! 
OME ON-“LeT'S 


BIGGEST 
EXPLOSION 
YET! 


HEY, CHRIS: 
400K AT 
THATS 


THAT'S HARLAN! 
HE--HE TELEPORTED ¢ 
TO ATLANTA! 


PRONIGE To YOU 
ERNE GaN 


Rs re 
Jag 


y MR, PRESIDENT-- THAT BLAST, 
} ‘ FLATTENED EVERYONE 
AROUND YOU! HOW COME 
iT BION'T-= 


MR, 
PRESIPEN 


Stop talking about me. Yes, you — all of you. | know you are. You 
all want to know what happened to that freak who blew up the 
President. The guy the perele call the “Paranormal Assassin", 
“Blow-Out”, and “Super-Bomber”. Funny how it didn't take more 
than a day for the press to find out the name of that skinny twerp in 
the army fatigues and plaster it all over the place, Bet the army 
bent over backwards to rat on me. 


| could care less who knows who | am now. Any chance | had at 
living a normal life burned up that day in the library when | had my 
first blowout. Actually it's kind of exciting to see your name and 
face on every paper and magazine. Thanks to me, the media have 
something to bludgeon to death besides the Pittsburgh crater. The 
world wants to know how Harlan Mook, mild mannered grad 
student, turned into a paranormal psycho-killer. Everyone but the 
closest thing | had to pals — Chris and Garth. They know what 
drove me to the edge. When they get out of the army, boy will they 
be abie to cash in on the fortune of knowing me. 


That is, if | don't decide to blow them up first. Just kidding. | 
wouldn't do that. I've got plenty of other targets first. Want to know 
what they are? | thought you would. I'm visiting draft boards and 
recruitment offices. Just short little visits. | pop in, say hello, and 
pop right out again, I've blown up three of them already. Many, 
many more to go. I'd stay away from them if | were you. Never 
know when I'll be dropping by. 


HEY! What the heck is this? According to this paper | just swiped, 
the President survived my visit! How's that possible? | was right 
next to him when | blew out. Hmmm. It says one of the TV cameras 
filmed what looked like him growing new flesh over the skin that 
was burned off. The nation is demanding to know if the Prez is a 
paranormal, but he's refused to comment. 


Imagine . . . the President a paranormal just like the rest of us poor 
slobs at boot camp. No wonder the government got going on this. 
paranormal army thing so fast — The Paranormal-in-Chief knew 
for a fact that super-freaks existed, since he was one himself. 
Wonder if they'll impeach him for concealing what he is from the 
people. Nah, they'll probably elect him to a third term. 


| don'tlike this. Not one bit. There are probably more people talking 
about the President than about me. But if | hadn't done what I'd 
done, no one would have known the truth about the guy. I'm the 
one you should be talking about, you jerks. Me! I'm the hero here! 
I'm the one who really made the difference. 


Stop talking about him. Stop it, or I'll have to blow up somebody 
else. Maybe alot of somebody elses. Let's see . .. who should | 
start with? Another politician? The chairman of some billion dollar 
corporation? Maybe a rock star? How about the Pope... .? 


NIGHTMASK™ 


\/ 
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